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HAVANA. Why this lament, large-eyed lady? Count me as thy lord.
This Rama with all his mighty strength and a host of gods to help
him is no match for me.

SITA (angrily).   Thou art accursed.

HAVANA.   Ha, ha, ha! See the fire in the virtuous wife.

When I sped rapidly aloft the Sun's rays could not burn me.

Now her few words, 'Thou art accursed*, make me burn.

[SITA is then cai ried off in the flying car.]

From the Siamese-Burmese

The doe cries, 'Lakshmana, help!'  SITA, thinking that RAMA

is in need of help, presses LAKSHMANA to go.   The DEMON-KING

in  the guise   of a hermit enters with   a   begging   bowl.    SITA

comes out of the magic circle to offer him some fruit, whereupon

the seeming hermit praises her beauty.    She is alarmed at this

unusual behaviour in a hermit, yet tries to appear calm.    But

the hermit takes her in his arms, making her cry in terror.

DEMON-KING. Hello, Mistress Sita.    Ha, ha, my lovely blue-white

wasted her affection on a useless old  hermit.   Ha, ha, I am not a

hermit.   Respect for a seeming hermit must soon change to love for

the king of the giants, with crown and jewels and armour.    I must

show my true form, I cannot waste time.   Ho, my lord of the orch-

estra, play me a tune to help me change into the king of the giants

with ten crowned heads,  .  .  .    (The orchestra plays and stops.)   Hello,

oh, my little girl!   Now you can see my true nature, my true form,

my true beauty.   Ha, ha, I am the king of the giants that was among

the suitors for your hand at the test of the bow.   Ha, ha, I have loved

you since we were young children    Have you forgotten your child-

hood, sweetheart ?   Look at your lover , you cannot forget your lover

of childhood days, my little love, my lovely little bundle.

SITA. Oh, alas, my lord, my lord! Oh,,oh, if he were only a man
pretending to be a hermit, I could argue and plead with him. But he
is our ancient enemy. My lord Rama, my love, my life, save me, save
me ! Aly golden breast is in pain. My golden heart is quaking. I am
dying, I am fainting, my lord, my protector!

DEMON-KING. How are you feeling, my little sister ? Darling, you
cannot forget your suitor of bygone days. Don't you know the saying,
'* However good the new one may be, one longs for the old?' Surely,
my little maid, you haven't forgotten your true love?

SITA.    Oh, oh, I cannot stand your insults, you  evil  spirit, you